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Have you ever watched a film or DVD, that wouldn't have looked out of place on a presented to you here. The only way to really know if and the odd interesting fact comes from solid 
caught an old black and white movie on some newsagent's shelf they often contained material and you like a movie or not is to watch it not read about reference books such as those by Phil Hardy, Walt 
obscure TV channel or just plain remembered seeing opinions that the large professional magazines it, it's perfectly OK not to like a movie just because Lee, John Elliott and Jonathan Law to name but a 
something on VHS tape years and years ago and either didn't or wouldn't cover. Most didn't carry any someone else raves about it just as it's OK to like few, though what's actually being shown on the 
thought it was worth telling someone else about it? advertising or have to be responsible to anyone but something others don't. screen will always comes first. 

Perhaps it was one of the best things you'd ever themselves so were free to say and criticise anything Returning to the Internet for a moment. Lastly a word about what you're going 

seen, or maybe the worst, or that it was different or they wanted, often with a language and honesty that With a little bit of searching you can find out pretty read in Dead Lights. This is an opinionated take on 
out there enough that you'd think it was worth their professional counterparts just couldn't copy. much everything about even the most obscure movie things rather than balanced independent writing and 
sharing? Today people go online and Tweet or post Which is where Dead Lights comes in. or video. A few minutes cutting and pasting and the it's only fair to repeat the advice about watching 

messages about what they've seen, the really ded- Think of it as a personal monthly rummage through addition of an original sentence or two and Hey these films and making up your own mind at the end 
icated ones create blogs and websites with all the some of the more singular films and videos out Presto, an instant 'review' packed full of everything of the day. Limited space means that some details 
information you could ever want to know about even there, some of which you may already know about or from the name of the assistant Gaffer to the trivia about these movies won't get mentioned but think 
the most obscure of films and videos, but this is a perhaps have even seen while others may be new and that the lead actress was dating the Assistant of them as surprises waiting for you to discover for 
relatively new thing and it wasn't always like that. unknown to you. The aim is to get you thinking about Director for most of the film. Dead Lights isn't like yourself instead. Sometimes the ending of these 

Before the online explosion it was the the kind of things you watch, maybe even stirring that, it's an IMDB, Wiki and online free zone that films will be revealed, no Spoiler alerts sorry, but if it 
small, self-published amateur fanzines that you you into action so that you'll seek out one or two of relies more on actually seeing the movie in question looks like knowing the ending in advance would 
went to if you wanted to find out more. Ranging from the titles you're going to read about and decide for rather than taking what someone else has said for seriously ruin the enjoyment you might get from 
the downright crudely put together to something yourself if they're as good, as bad or as mediocre as granted. Backup in the form of names, running times, watching it yourself then discretion wins out. 


Phantom Of The Paradise (1974) 



Filmmaker Brian De Palma was still 
finding his cinematic feet when he directed this 
musical version of Phantom of The Opera in 1974. 
Mixing in plot elements from classics such as Faust, 
Svengali and The Picture of Dorian Grey he brings 
everything up to date (for the 1970's) by turning it 
into a tale of a wronged musician seeking revenge for 
the debasement of his music and set against a 
contemporary musical soundtrack. The film soon 
garnered cult status helped immensely by often 
being paired on a double-bill with The Rocky Horror 
Picture Show - a billing that once appeared at 
Swansea's old Studio 1-2-3 cinema. It's not without 
flaws though, a lack of budget does lead to some plot 
stretching and the crowd scenes are often not as 
large as they should be but De Palma manages to put 
together an enjoyable satire on the then current 
music business and just about manages to pull it off. 

Music impresario Swan (Paul Williams) 
seems to have an unnatural knack of picking winners 
and now, planning to open his own rock venue The 
Paradise, he needs the right music to launch it. Enter 
soppy Winslow Leach (William Finley) and his rock 
cantata which Swan steals via right-hand man Philbin 
(George Memmoli). Winslow's attempts to find out 
what happened to his life's work has him meeting up 
with and falling for struggling singer Phoenix (Jessica 
Harper in her first film role) as well as finding out that 
Swan plays for keeps when he's beaten up, has drugs 
planted on him and is sentenced to life in prison. Now 
a changed and broken man Winslow freaks out when 
he hears Swan's house-band The Juicy Fruits plastic 
pap pop version of one of his own songs on the radio, 
escapes from prison and tries to sabotage Swan's 
record factory. Things go wrong and Winslow is shot 


and has his face horribly crushed in a record press 
before escaping and drowning in a river. 

But Winslow isn't dead, now voiceless and 
disfigured he makes his way to the theatre that Swan 
calls The Paradise and adopts the persona of The 
Phantom, a metal-masked cloaked figure out for 
revenge. Blowing up the Juicy Fruits on stage with a 
bomb and coming face to face with Swan he's lied to 
again as Swan promises he'll give him back his voice 
and hire Phoenix to sing his music at the opening 
night of The Paradise. Locked away so he can finish 
his cantata for Phoenix and with a new electronic 
voice box Swan has Winslow sign an unusual contract 
and then proceeds to double-cross him by hiring Beef 
(Gerrit Graham) a bisexual, drug sniffing glam-rock 
star to sing his music instead. 

Swan once again steals Winslow's music 
and orders his room bricked up with Winslow still 
inside but he escapes and threatens Beef in a 
humorous homage to the famous Psycho shower 
scene. Beef ignores the threat and appears on stage 
singing another awful version of Winslow's music only 
to end up dead, bursting into flames as The Phantom 
electrocutes him mid-song. As the crowd go wild at 
what they've just seen Philbin tells Phoenix that she 
has to sing before anyone else is killed, which she 
does, and her voice turns the crowd around and has 
them cheering her instead. 

After the show Phoenix is lured to the 
theatre roof by The Phantom who reveals himself to 
be Winslow but she doesn't believe him and runs off 
with Swan, the two of them ending up back at Swan's 
mansion where they make love, watched tearfully 
through a rainy skylight by Winslow who has followed 
them back. Having now lost everything Winslow stabs 
himself through the heart with a large knife, killing 
himself and putting an end to The Phantom's reign of 
terror. Or does it? With twenty minutes of the film 
remaining a murder is planned, long kept secrets are 
revealed, The Paradise stages another musical event 
and Swan has to face that which he fears most. 
Meanwhile a familiar cloaked figure has a part to play 
in all these events. 

Yes Phantom Of The Paradise is a musical 
which means that at times the plot stops for a few 
minutes while one of Paul Williams' songs plays out 
but at other times they become integral to the film. 
The bomb intended for the Juicy Fruits is placed in a 
prop car at which point the screen splits in half and 
we see things simultaneously from two angles, one 
focusing on the car and the other on the Juicy Fruits 
rehearsing a song. It's a typical Hitchcock-inspired 
moment from De Palma, we know the bomb is going 
to explode but don't know exactly when. The death of 
Beef is another such moment, as he struts and preens 
across the stage blowing kisses to the audience and 


belting out the tune Life At Last we know The 
Phantom has something planned for him and it's just 
a matter of time before we find out. On the minus 
side the rapid conversion of Phoenix from nervous 
singer to audience favourite is a tad unbelievable 
especially in light of the slow ballad she sings and it 
takes a lot to accept that both Swan and his band 
The Juicy Fruits, lauded in the opening credits, would 
find themselves appearing at what looks like a cheap 
nightclub in front of a small crowd. 

Phantom Of The Paradise holds up pretty 
well for a 40 year old movie, some of the fashions 
and styles of music do date it but Paul Williams' mix 
of different music genres stops it from being 
identified as belonging to any one particular era. 
From its Rod Serling narrated opening to its frenzied 
and satisfying conclusion it pushes all the buttons 
that would make you want to see it again. If you're a 
Rocky Horror fan who hasn't already seen it then do 
try and catch up with it and find out why the 
distributors thought it was such a good idea to pair 
these films together. 



Womaneater (1957) 

Deep in the hot green inferno that is 
supposed to be an Amazonian jungle but is in reality 
a British film studio backlot Doctor Moran (George 
Couliuris) searches for a tribe that supposedly has 
the power to bring the dead back to life. Of course he 
finds it otherwise we wouldn't have a film but the 
resurrection procedure does seem to involve a lot of 
hypnotic bongo drumming and the unwilling sacrifice 
of a beautiful girl. Cut to an English mansion five 
years later and down in the cellar there's Moran and 
the same native playing on his bongos and another 
unwilling screaming female being offered up to 
something big and hairy. We then see the obligatory 
mad scientist props of test tubes, Bunsen burner, 
bubbling flasks and a big rubber heart in a jar as 
Moran injects a liquid distilled from the (still 
unseen) hairy-whatsit and the heart starts to beat 
for a short time before returning to its dead as a 
dodo state. Does the secret of bringing life back to 
the dead involve more bongo drumming, more 


female sacrifices and more padding while the film 
runs its course? Of course it does! 

This vintage British horror film doesn't 
have much going for it apart from the undoubted 
charms of Miss Vera Day playing the role of Sally, who 
starts off as a dancing grass-skirted 'Houri of 
Honolulu' in a cheap fairground attraction, progresses 
to Dr. Moran's assistant house-keeper and is destined 
to be next on the menu for the hairy thing in the 
cellar. Those expecting said hairy thing to be so 
horrific as to chill the blood of all who see it are in for 
a disappointment as all it turns out to be is a giant 
tree of some sort with gently flailing branches looking 
for all the world as if it was made by Jim Henson for 
an episode of the Muppet Show. Throw in a love 
interest as Sally falls for the charms of local garage 
owner Jack Venner (billed as Peter Wayn but aka 
Peter Forbes Robertson) a doomed love triangle 
involving Moran, Sally and Moran's housekeeper 
Margaret and a visit to a London gin-joint by Moran 
to pick up another unwilling victim and you've got 
yourself a movie. Or about as close as you're going to 
get in this case. 

Actually there's nothing really not to like 
about Womaneater, of course it's silly nonsense and 
the dialogue often borders on the ridiculous but if 
you're still with it after seeing the rubber heart come 
to life then it's odds on you'll be there at the end as 
well. WaynlRobertson is likeable, Colouris is your 
basic overconfident hissable villain who gets his 
comeuppance in the end and Day shows she can fill 
out a tight sweater with the best of them. The 
funniest unintentional moment though comes when 
Sally is talking to Jack as he's working inside a car and 
all we can see of Day is her bullet-bra enhanced bust 
filling an entire side of the screen. At this point Jack is 
most definitely not talking to her face! 















Truth In Advertising? 

Last Days Of Man On Earth (1973) 

What are we promised? 

It's the Last Days Of Man On Earth and 

what look like ape-mutants have taken over with 
their phallically held ray-gun rifles and are running 
wild! Futuristic cities are going up in flames, huge 
buildings are collapsing and the planet is wracked 
with giant explosions splitting it in half. Semi-naked 
women seem to be trapped in some kind of 
futuristic bubble, or are they trying to escape the 
Apocalypse only to end up floating in outer space? 
Death and destruction on a massive scale means 
this should be one helluva movie ride. 



f.AST HAYS tfcV 
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JON FINCH- JENNY RUNACRE - STERLING HAYDEN - PATRICK MAGEE 

HUGH GRIFFITH and HARRY ANDREWS based on the novel by MICHAEL MOORCOCK 

music by PAUL BEAVER and BERNARD KRAUSE produced by JOHN GOLDSTONE and SANDY LIEBERSON 

designed, written and directed by ROBERT FUEST an ANGLO-EMI film / distributed by NEW WORLD PICTURES 

TECHNICOLOR 


What do we get? 

No ape mutants. No laser rifles. Not set 
in the future. No cities get destroyed. No buildings 
collapse. Nothing goes up in flames. No planets 
explode nor get split in half. There are some people in plastic bubbles but they're bouncing around an 
inflatable pinball table in London and certainly not in outer space. No outer space either. 

What we have is a retitling of the turgid and S-L-O-W movie The Final Programme with another 
advertising campaign that just out and out lies. Jon Finch stars as Michael Moorcock's immortal soul Jerry 
Cornelius as he attempt to locate the Final Programme, a micro-film MacGuffin that his late father and a 
group of scientists (some just brains in tanks] hope to use to create a new Messiah and put an end to 
mankind's suffering. Cornelius seems to have a love\hate relationship with his sister and brother, a bit too 
much loving with the sister in fact and a lot of hating with his brother. It all climaxes bloodily in an old Nazi 
U-boat pen as Cornelius and Jenny Runacre's cannibalistic Miss Brunner have psychedelic solarised sex, 
merge, and become a hunched hairy unisexual creature that can walk on water. So no Apocalypse, planet 
Earth stays firmly in one piece and the blaster-toting ape-mutant in bondage gear surrounded by futuristic 
death and destruction turns out to be part of a deliberately misleading advertising campaign after all. 


My World Dies Screaming (1958) 



In 1957 James Vicary took a tachistoscope- 
a device capable of projecting an image for an 
incredibly short time - to a New Jersey cinema and 
from the projection booth flashed messages onto the 
screen while a movie played. Though each image only 
lasted less than l/2500th of a second which is far too 
short for the human eye to consciously perceive he 
believed that that brain would still process the 
projected suggestions to "Eat Popcorn" and "Drink 
Coca-Cola" and act upon the subliminal messages 
accordingly. As a result popcorn sales increased by 
50% and the media went into a panic over this new 
way of making people buy or do something against 
their will. It's a good story but repeated experiments 
failed to duplicate Vicary's results and he later 
confessed to having made the data up, subliminal 
advertising doesn't work this way. But that didn't 
stop Hollywood from getting in on the act. 

A year later in 1958 the luridly titled 
My World Dies Screaming (changed later to the less 
strident Terror In The Haunted House) was released, a 
creaky potboiler filmed quickly and on the cheap with 
a cast of just five. In Switzerland an American woman 
who has lived there since childhood has strange 
nightmares about an old house she has never seen 
before. Returning to Florida with her husband she is 
shocked to discover their new home is the very same 
one she has been seeing in her dreams, down to the 
smallest detail. The caretaker tells of a grisly past to 
the house and soon weird things are happening, 
strange shapes appear outside the window, her 
husband seems to know more than he's letting on and 
then there's that annoying flickering in certain 
scenes, could it be some kind of subliminal effect? Of 
course it is, welcome viewer to 'Psycho-Rama! The 
Fourth Dimension', the new movie miracle. 


Also called the Precon Process the 
makers of My World Dies Screaming decided to jump 
on the subliminal bandwagon and overlay certain 
frames of the movie with images and words hoping 
that they wouldn't be seen but rather experienced. 
So the viewer might feel the need to scream not 
because of the action onscreen (of which there is 
very little) but because the words "Scream Bloody 
Murder" had been flashed up for a single frame 
causing them to react instinctively. The same goes 
for when the filmmakers want the viewer to feel 
uncomfortable and show a frame of the head of a 
snake. Unfortunately the required effect is let down 
by some ridiculous images as well as a more 
fundamental problem. Since film is show at twenty 
four frames per second that means whatever is 
displayed this way does actually become visible to 
the viewer, usually as a passing flash and enough for 
them to realize that they have indeed seen 
something unusual. It then becomes an annoyance, 
you know it's coming but you don't know when or 
worse, you sit there with your eyes wide open, 
desperate not to blink to see if you can catch it out 
the next time. 

Psycho-Rama had another outing a year 
later in the gangster thrill A Date With Death, 
flashing the words "Kill" and "Blood" albeit a lot 
fainter if the trailer for it is any indication. After that 
it joined the rest of the gimmicks that had failed to 
set the movie going public alight. Subliminal shots 
show up now and again in films such as Fight Club 
and The Exorcist and the ending of Hitchcock's 
Psycho used a similar technique but stretched it out 
for more than a single frame. By the way, it's totally 
safe to watch this movie but if you do find yourself 
falling into a stupor it's more likely because of what 
you do see on screen rather than what you don't. 


Elvira's Haunted Hills (2001) 

Elvira has her knockers.critics who say 

that the character as played by actress and presenter 
Cassandra Peterson is basically a one-trick show and 
to be honest it's hard to disagree after seeing her in 
this weak follow up to her 1988 movie debut 
Elvira: Mistress Of The Dark. Apparently the reason we 
had to wait so long for a second cinema outing was 
because no funding could be found to make it 
resulting in Peterson reportedly sinking a million 
dollars of her own money into the film's budget. This 
one is a lot cruder than the first as it shovels in as 
many boob, bust and breast jokes as it can, relying on 
Elvira's ample charms in that department to make 
them work. You could blame the writers for all this but 
then it was co-written by Peterson herself so she has 
to take at least some of the blame. 

Carpathia 1851. Elvira and her maid Zou 
Zou are on their way to Paris so she can star in her 
own show but the money has run out. Rescued by a 
passing Englishman in a horse and carriage Elvira and 
Zou Zou are taken to the decaying castle home of Lord 
Vladimere Hellsubus (Richard O'Brien hamming it up 
for all he's worth) his second wife Lady Ema and 
assorted strange characters. Vladimere's first wife 
Elura committed suicide ten years ago and guess who 
just happens to be the spitting image of her? Then it's 
the usual mix of things going bump in the night, 
bodies getting dug up, dead people who aren't, 
adultery, possession, madness, torture and awful 
jokes. Sample. 

Doctor:T/ze village people say this castle is evil." 
Elvira: "I Who listens to the Village People anymore?" 

If it all feels familiar then you'd be right, 
and if you're a fan of those Edgar Allan Poe movies 
that Roger Corman churned out in the 1960's then see 
how many 'homages' to those you can spot in Elvira's 
Haunted Hills. Starting with colourful paint-swirling 
titles and a music score with a definite Les Baxter 
influence we move on to a decaying and crumbling 
abode, catalepsy mistaken for death, scheming 
relatives, walled alive victims, conniving adulterers 
and a torture chamber down in the cellar with a 
familiar looking sharp bladed pendulum. There's a nice 
moment here and there, the innkeeper's Jack Torrance 
impression as he axes down the door, Vladimere wears 
dark glasses taken straight from The Tomb Of Ligeia 
and we get to see just exactly what happens to a body 
if the pendulum is allowed to do its work but with 
Elvira's constant quipping and asides (does she even 
have a line of dialogue that ISN'T supposed to be 
funny) it does get a bit wearing after a while. 

If you're an Elvira fan then you'll love this 
movie but I doubt it will make converts of the rest and 
you'd be better of sticking with her first filmic outing 
instead. While Patterson\Elvira certainly exploits her 
biggest assets as much as she can it's also safe to say 
that a little of her goes a long long way. 




12:01PM (1990) 

Three years before Bill Murray was 
trapped endlessly repeating the same 24 hours in 
Groundhog Day Myron Castleman (Kurtwood Smith) is 
doomed to relive 59 minutes over and over again, 
starting at 12:01PM and remembering everything 
while the rest of the world remains oblivious to 
what's happening. Based on a short story of the same 
name by Richard A. Lupoff this short thirty minute 
film is much darker than the later Groundhog Day, 
there are no lessons to be learned or redemption to 
be had just an unending 59 minutes repeated again 
and again for eternity. Unlike Murray's film there is a 
possible reason for this looping, a 'time bounce' 


possibly caused by matter and anti-matter universes 
colliding but this is of little comfort to Myron when 
he learns that it will never end and that there's 
nothing he can do to prevent it. Killing himself seems 
to be the only way to end it but even death has a 
nasty sting in its tail. 

If Groundhog Day borrowed the main plot 
idea from 12:01PM but made it lighter and funnier 
then so did a feature length remake of the original, 
also released the same year as Groundhog Day but 
dropping the PM from the title, starting the loop at 
one minute past midnight and resetting time twenty 
four hours later. Both 1993 releases have a happy 
ending unlike the original 12:01PM and it's this 
shorter version that sticks in your mind long after. 
You wonder how many more loops it will take to drive 
a person mad. Fifty nine minutes is barely enough 
time to get a cup of coffee and read (the same) 
newspaper so how long will it be before Myron - and 
perhaps the viewer - decides the only way to escape 
is by going insane? 

There's a humorous scene in Groundhog 
Day where Bill Murray's character drives his car over 
the edge of a quarry and smashes it into the ground. 
"He'll be Equips his cameraman before the car 
bursts into flames. Since Murray remembers every¬ 
thing that happens to him that probably includes the 
impact of the landing, the broken bones and 
ruptured organs and if he survived that the pain of 
being burnt to death - though it doesn't seem to 
affect him much in later loops. With 12:01PM you 
have the bleak feeling that every time Myron loops 
back to the start of his 59 minutes a small piece of 
him dies inside, and you don't want to be there to 
see what happens when there's nothing left. 


Something For The Weekend 

VHS Video Cover Art by Thomas Hodge (2015) 
Schiffer Publishing Ltd. (approx. £20) 


Thomas Hodge's book collects and 
reproduces over 240 original and mainly older UK 
VHS video covers leaving out the excesses of the 
'nasties' such as Driller Killer and instead presenting 
a broad mix of content grouped under six headings: 
Action, Horror, Sci-Fi, Comedy, Kids and Thrillers. 
There are plenty of covers reproduced here that 
people will recognize from having gone out and 
rented them in the 1980s just as there are some that 
you've never heard of before - for every BMX Bandits 
and Evil Dead there's a Searchers Of The Voodoo 
Mountain and Chinese Typewriter. 

A lot of the covers predate the BBFC's 
voluntary Video Packaging Review Committee 
scheme that places limits on what can be shown on a 
cover (so no more blood on boobs.) Which means 
there's no way the cover of the comedy What A Way 
To Go would ever appear today outside of a licenced 
sex shop! No real attempt has been made to clean up 
any of the covers so they are reproduced pretty much 
as-is complete with worn edges and original video 
shop stickers proclaiming "Bent me for 50p" left 
intact but rather than detract they actually add to 
the whole experience. Beautifully printed and 
presented this is a nostalgic journey back to a time 
when video cover artwork was often better looking 
and more exciting than the actual films inside. 
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